

Who is mod inward with the noble Duke? 

Bi. Why you my Lo : roe thinkes you fhould feoneft know 
Bhc. Who I roy Lo ? we know each others faces : (his mind 
But for our harts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I ofyours: nor I no more ofhis, then you of mines 
Lor.Haftin^s jyou and he arencere inloue. 

Haft. IthankchisGiace,lknowheiouesmewell: • 

But for his purpofe in the coronation: 

1 haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His Graces pleafure anyway therein: 

But you my noble Lot may name the time, 

And in the Dukes bchalfe.Ile giue my voice. 

Which I prefume he will take in gentle part. 

Bi[b. Now in good time here comes the Duke hhnfelfe. 
Glo. My noble L. and Cofens all, good morrow, ( En.Glo . 

I haue bene long a deeper, but now I hope 
My abfcnce doth negleft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Bhc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lo: 

William L. Haftings had now pronoun!! your part: 

1 meane your voice for crowning of the King. 

Glo, Then my L. Halting* no man might be bolder*. 

His Lordfhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Rift. I tlianke your Grace. 

Glo. MyLofEUe, Bt[b. MyLo: 

Glo. When I was laftinHolborne, 

I faw good flrawberries in your garden there, 

I dobcfeechyoufendfor fomeof them, 

B‘[b. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofen Buckingham,a word with your 
Catcsby hath founded Haftings in our bufineUe, 

And Andes the tefty Gentlcmanfo hot, 

As he will loofc his head care giue confent. 

His Maifters fonneas worfhipfullhc termes it, 

Shall loofc the royalty of Englands throane. 

Bhc. Withdraw you hence my L- llefollow you- * 

Dor, We haue not yet fetdowne this day of mump t 

To morrow ia mine opinion is too foones W 
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of Richard the third. 

Fori my Life am not fo well prouided, Enter, B, 

As elfe 1 would be, were the day prolonged. of Elf, 

By, Where is my L.prote&or,I haue Cent for thefeftrawbe- 
tfa. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day, (ries. 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit. 

I think,e there is neuer a man in chriftendome, 

That can leffer hide his loueor hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart. 

Da r. Whatof his heartperceiue you in his Face, 

By any likelihood lie fhewed to day? 

Raft. Mary, that with no man here he i s offended. 

For if he were, he would haue fnewen it in his face. 

Bar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo. 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they defertie. 

That do confpire my death with diuellifh plots. 

Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild, 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifhcharmes? 

Hall. The tender loue I bearc your grace my Lo t 
Makes me mod forward in this noble prefence, 

To doomc the offenders whatfocuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

Glo. Then be your eies the witnefife of this ill, 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife , that monflrcus witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gracious Lo t 

Glo, Ifthou protc&or of this damned ftrumpet, 

T elft thou me ofiffes? thou arta traitor. 

Off with his hcad.Now by Saint Paule, 

I will not dine to day I fw care, 

V ntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done: 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exetintjntdtm 

Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Cat. with Ha, 
For I too fond might haue preuented this: 

Stanley did dreaiae the boare did race his heltne* 
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